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refuse and in many places covered with dung. On my inquiry
I learnt that during that morning it had been vacated by a
company of the Chinese Labour Corps, and very suitably, since
the Chinese were our Allies, we took over from them as we had
done from the French in the battle of the Somme and at Ypres.
But was there not an Army order which commanded that we
describe the Portuguese as " our noble allies " and not as Pork
and Beans or Bloody Geese ?

A Staff Officer appeared in the afternoon, a beautiful person.
He brought documents. These were the duties, the carrying out
of which was entrusted to my battalion. We were to furnish
guards over German prisoners in various parts of Rouen, the
farthest guard of half a company being seven miles from my
camp. I pointed out to him, after examining the documents,
that the strength of the Battalion was only sufficiently large for
me to be able to supply alternate guards on a daily roster.

Before his arrival I had observed on the other side of a wire
on one side of the camp that there were German prisoners. On
the second side, of course, was a road, and across it a further
camp of German prisoners. On the third side was the river,
black and murky, and on the fourth a glue factory. The stench
of the camp was absolutely nauseating, but I did not discover
whether this was due to the glue factory or to two years of
Chinese occupation.

I went across the road to introduce myself to the officer in
charge of the German prisoners* camp. I was met at the gate
of the camp by a most charming and soldierly gentleman, a
German feldwebeL We exchanged courtesies in the German
tongue and my new friend appeared both delighted and impressed
at the appearance of the fighting troops, especially when he
heard that they were men of the Machine-Gun Corps. Apparently
we had registered well upon his earlier memory of the War.
The prisoners were at luncheon, hot roast beef and vegetables.
The huts in which they lived were beautifully equipped with
beds, blankets, and in many cases sheets. Pyjamas were laid
out: and there were musical instruments and games, and after
luncheon the prisoners brought out a football which they kicked
about on a ground almost as large as the Oval.

But we had come from the war area. We were well soaked
in discomfort, so settled down to make the best of a bad job.
I sent my band on Sunday to the Square and rendered a pro-
gramme of music. I engaged the Theatre des Arts, a noble